a sort of club of eight or ten active boys. Tne long summer
holidays of 1861 were set in an enchanting brightness.

Looking back, I cannot see a cloud on the terrestrial horizon
- I see nothing but a blaze of sunshine; descents of slippery
grass to moons of snow-white shingle, cold to the bare flesh;
red promontories running out into a sea that was like sapphire;
and our happy clan climbing, bathing, boating, lounging,
chattering, all the hot day through. Once more I have to
record the fact, which I think is not without interest, that
precisely as my life ceases to be solitary, it ceases to be distinct.
I have no difficulty in recalling, with the minuteness of a
photograph, scenes in which my Father and I were the sole
actors within the four walls of a room, but of the glorious life
among wild boys on the margin of the sea I have nothing but
vague and broken impressions, delicious and illusive.

It was a remarkable proof of my Father's temporary lapse
into indulgence that he made no effort to thwart my intimacy
with these my new companions. He was in an unusually
humane mood himself. His marriage was one proof of it; an-
other was the composition at this time of the most picturesque,
easy and graceful of all his writings', The Romance of Natural
History,4 even now a sort of classic. Everything combined
to make him believe that the blessing of the Lord was upon
him, and to clothe the darkness of the world with at least a
mist of rose-colour. I do not recollect that ever at this time he
bethought him, when I started in the morning for a long day
with my friends on the edge of the sea, to remind me that I
must speak to them, in season and out of season, of the
Blood of Jesus. And I, young coward that I was, let sleeping
dogmas lie.

My companions were not all of them the sons of saints in
our communion; their parents belonged to that professional
class which we were only now beginning to attract to our
services. They were brought up in religious, but not in fana-
tical, families, and I was the only 'converted* one among
them. Mrs Paget, of whom I shall have presently to speak,
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